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But in dark corners of her palace stood

Uncertain shapes; and unawares
On white-eyed phantasms weeping tears of blood,

And horrible nightmares,

And hollow shades enclosing hearts of flame,
And, with dim fretted foreheads all,

On corpses three-nionths-old at noon she came,
That stood against the wall.

In all this there is an almost ghastly vividness,
and of the { Vision of Sin ' we may say the same
thing, whilst in the poem of i Will' the well-
known concluding stanza has all the precision
of a profound philosophic statement, and all the
passionate despair.of a soul that has proved the
tragic truth of it.

He seems as one whose footsteps halt,

Toiling in immeasurable sand,

And o'er a weary sultry land,

Far beneath a blazing vault,

Sown in a wrinkle of the monstrous hill,

The city sparkles like a grain of salt.

Seeing Mr. Tennyson thus a master of the
more complex problems of life, and those pre-
sumably most remote from his own experience,
it is small wonder that he was master of things
more near to him. Instances will occur to all,
,so readily that we need not cite them, of his